





















































































































































































































字はジョンソン版『全集』（Johnson, Thomas H, ed. The Poems of Emily 
Dickinson, Cambridge, Mass.: The Belknap Press of Harvard University 
Press, 1955），最後の（　）内の数字はフランクリン版『全集』（Franklin, 
R.W, ed. The Poems of Emily Dickinson, Cambridge, Mass.: The Belknap 
Press of Harvard University Press, 1998）の番号である。本稿でファシク
ル4の詩群として提示したディキンスンの16篇について記しておかなければ
ならない。すでに述べたようにディキンスンの40「ファシクル」全てと「セ
ット」の原稿は『エミリィ・ディキンスン草稿本』（Franklin, R.W, ed. The 
Manuscript Books of Emily Dickinson, Cambridge, Mass.: The Belknap 




































近発見されたという次のサイトを見たからである。Philip F. Gura. “How I 













Perhaps you'd like to buy a flower,
But I could never sell ―
If you would like to borrow,
Until the Daffodil
Unties her yellow Bonnet
Beneath the village door,
Until the Bees, from Clover rows
Their Hock, and sherry, draw,
Why, I will lend until just then,










Water, is taught by thirst.
Land － by the Oceans passed.
Transport － by throe －
Peace, by it’s battles told －
Love, by memorial mold －









Have you got a Brook in your little heart,
Where bashful flowers blow,
And blushing birds go down to drink －
And shadows tremble so －
 
And nobody knows, so still it flows,
That any brook is there,
And yet your little draught of life
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Is daily drunken there －
  
Why － look out for the little brook in March,
When the rivers overflow,
And the snows come hurrying from the hills,
And the bridges often go －
  
And later, in August it may be, 
When the meadows parching lie,
Beware, lest this little brook of life,










Flowers － Well － if anybody
Can the extasy define －
Half a transport － half a trouble －
With which flowers humble men: 
Anybody find the fountain
From which floods so contra flow －
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I will give him all the Daisies
Which opon the hillside blow.
  
Too much pathos in their faces
For a simple breast like mine －
Butterflies from St Domingo  
Cruising round the purple line －
Have a system of aesthetics －














Pigmy seraphs － gone astray －
Velvet people from Vevay －
Belles from some lost summer day －
Bees exclusive Coterie －
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Paris could not lay the fold
Belted down with emerald －
Venice could not show a cheek
Of a tint so lustrous meek －
Never such an ambuscade
As of briar and leaf displayed
For my little damask maid －
I had rather wear her grace
Than an Earl's distinguished face －
I had rather dwell like her
Than be “Duke of Exeter” －
 Royalty enough for me




Heart not so heavy as mine
Wending late home －
As it passed my window
Whistled itself a tune －
  
A careless snatch － a ballad － 
A Ditty of the street －
Yet to my irritated ear




It was as if a Bobolink
Sauntering this way
Carolled and mused, and carolled －
Then bubbled slow away －
It was as if a chirping brook
Opon a toilsome way 
Set bleeding feet to minuets
Without the knowing why －
Tomorrow － night will come again －
Perhaps － tired and sore －
Oh Bugle, by the window





Soul, Wilt thou toss again?
By just such a hazard
Hundreds have lost indeed －
But tens have won an all －
Angels’ breathless ballot
Lingers to record thee －
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Imps in eager Caucus













An altered look about the hills －
A Tyrian light the village fills －
A wider sunrise in the morn －
A deeper twilight on the lawn －
A print of a vermillion foot －
A purple finger on the slope －
A flippant fly opon the pane －
A spider at his trade again －
An added strut in Chanticleer －
A flower expected everywhere －
An axe shrill singing in the woods －
Fern odors on untravelled roads －
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All this and more I cannot tell －
A furtive look you know as well －
And Nicodemus' Mystery
















Some, too fragile for winter winds
The thoughtful grave encloses －
Tenderly tucking them in from frost
Before their feet are cold －
Never the treasures in her nest
The cautious grave exposes,
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Building where schoolboy dare not look,
And sportsman is not bold.
This covert have all the children
Early aged, and often cold,
Sparrows, unnoticed by the Father －









Whose are the little beds, － I asked
Which in the valleys lie?
Some shook their heads, and others smiled －
And no one made reply.
Perhaps they did not hear － I said,
I will inquire again －
Whose are the beds － the tiny beds
So thick opon the plain?
'Tis Daisy, in the shortest ?
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A little further on －
Nearest the door － to wake the Ist －
Little Leontodon.
'Tis Iris, Sir, and Aster －
Anemone, and Bell －
Bartsia, in the blanket red, 
And chubby Daffodil.
Meanwhile － at many cradles
Her busy foot she plied －
Humming the quaintest lullaby
That ever rocked a child.
Hush! Epigea wakens!
The Crocus stirs her lids －
Rhodora's cheek is crimson －
She's dreaming of the woods!
Then turning from them reverent －
Their bedtime 'tis, she said －
The Bumble bees will wake them






For every Bird a nest －
Wherefore in timid quest
Some little Wren goes seeking round －
Wherefore when boughs are free, 
Households in every tree, 
Pilgrim be found?
Perhaps a home too high －
Ah aristocracy!
The little Wren desires －
Perhaps of twig so fine －
Of twine e'en superfine,
Her pride aspires －
The Lark is not ashamed
To build opon the ground
Her modest house －
Yet who of all the throng
Dancing around the sun
Does so rejoice? 





“They have not chosen me,” － he said －
“But I have chosen them”!
Brave － Broken hearted statement －
Uttered in Bethleem!
  
I could not have told it,
But since Jesus dared －
Sovreign, know a Daisy











She bore it till the simple veins
Traced azure on her hand －
Till pleading, round her quiet eyes
The purple Crayons stand.
  
Till Daffodils had come and gone
I cannot tell the sum,
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And then she ceased to bear it －
And with the Saints sat down.
  
No more her patient figure
At twilight soft to meet －
No more her timid bonnet
Opon the village street －
  
But crowns instead, and courtiers －
And in the midst so fair,
Whose but her shy － immortal face









We should not mind so small a flower
Except it quiet bring
Our little garden that we lost
Back to the Lawn again.
  
So spicy her Carnations nod －
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So drunken, reel her Bees －
So silver steal a hundred flutes
From out a hundred trees －
  
That whoso sees this little flower
By faith may clear behold







This heart that broke so long －
These feet that never flagged －
This faith that watched for star in vain,
Give gently to the dead －
Hound cannot overtake the Hare
That fluttered panting, here, 
Nor any schoolboy rob the nest








On such a night, or such a night,
Would anybody care
If such a little figure
Slipped quiet from it’s chair, 
  
So quiet － Oh how quiet,
That nobody might know
But that the little figure
Rocked softer － to and fro －
  
On such a dawn, or such a dawn －
Would anybody sigh
That such a little figure
Too sound asleep did lie
  
For Chanticleer to wake it －
Or stirring house below －
Or giddy bird in Orchard －
Or early task to do?
  
There was a little figure plump
For every little knoll, 
Busy needles, and spools of thread －




Playmates, and holidays, and nuts －
And visions vast and small. 
Strange that the feet so precious charged





















Emily Dickinson as Conscious Editor of Fascicle 4
Noriaki　NAKAI
Emily Dickinson left almost 1800 poems, many of them in bundles later 
called fascicles; they have been usually regarded as mss of poems 
chronologically bound just for preservation. Recently in the United States, 
however, some scholars find unity in fascicles without clarifying why only 
their particular fascicles have unity under the editor Dickinson. My 
hypotheses are: Franklin’s “fascicles” are in fact distinct collections of 
Emily Dickinson’s poetry, and his “sets” are groups of poems waiting for 
later inclusion in further fascicles.
My project is to offer the poet a persistent reader taking her fascicles as 
collections of poems edited by the poet herself and as more than just 
chronological. My method of reading-thinking-fermenting-writing of/
about the fascicles was formed by Stanley Fish’s Reader Response 
Criticism and has been the main engine in my analyses of Fascicles 1～4 
and will take me as far as Fascicle 40. 
My experiment is to deliberately become me the first reader of her first 
“published” collection of her poems edited by the poet herself and to 
intentionally have the recent scholarship on Dickinson’s poetry and 
fascicles stop intruding into my reading. The first reader is supposed to 
know nothing in terms of interpretations and commentary accumulated 
later. The only and main source of information on this “publication” is the 
collection itself, and the tradition of close reading from New Criticism to 
Reader Response Criticism will help me here.
In Fascicle 1 Dickinson the editor juxtaposes nature and man in terms 
of time: nature rotates and overcomes time; man proceeds in a forward 
direction, dies and never returns. Fascicle 2 is not just a bundle of poems 
but an elaborately edited collection of poems, logically following Fascicle 1. 
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In Fascicle 2, against the softening background of nature, are presented 
big themes like time, the human destiny of death, faith in Christ, and lastly 
the poet’s scrupulous feelings about having faith which seem to be rooted 
in her own life. Although Fascicle 2 is breathlessly and daringly taking up 
big themes for only the second fascicle in a work of forty, it quite 
impressively binds these themes and reveals Emily Dickinson as a skillful 
editor. In Fascicle 3 Dickinson the editor intentionally repeats many words 
to bind this fascicle. Flowers are so abundant in this fascicle as to give 
solace to the reader facing the inevitability of dying. Days “die” into 
lingering yesterdays and a year “went up this evening”, but for the first 
time in the first three fascicles substantial human deaths are treated. I 
discuss the eleventh, seventeenth, eighteenth, and the climactic twenty-
third poem, where, I suggest, the poet and the editor in her are engaged 
in not so much overcoming as outwitting the human destiny of death.
This is the fourth article in my project of reading each of the forty 
fascicles as a distinct collection of poems chosen and edited by Dickinson. 
Literary texts are texts whose rhetorical intentions, deliberately and 
meticulously interwoven into the text by the author, are traceable through 
reader responses. Since we cannot expect Dickinson herself to deliver an 
oracle as to her real intentions in the fascicles, I have sought to experience 
the text of Fascicle 4 as a reader sensitive to the reading process. My 
conclusion is that, like the first three fascicles, it is a thematically united 
collection.
Through the sixteen poems of Fascicle 4, Dickinson vividly depicts the 
stream of conflicting thoughts in the narrator’s mind against the 
background of the Gospel According to St. John (King James Version). In 
the former part of the fascicle (poems #1 through #7), the narrator is at 
the same time pleased at the rebirth of the land in springtime (poems #1 
and #3) and made gloomy by the contrast with the stark reality of human 
existence (poems #2 through #7). In poem #8, the turning point in the 
reasoning process of the fascicle, the narrator recapitulates her joy at the 
rebirth of Nature but reveals at the end of the poem that the fascicle’s 
real concern is not with Nature but with human rebirth (3：5). In the 
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latter part of the fascicle (poems #9 through #16), where death and 
human resurrection are discussed against the contrasting background of a 
cheerful description of Nature’s rebirth in springtime (poems #10, #11, 
and #14), we discover the narrator’s growing doubt as to the possibility of 
human resurrection because of the difficulty of maintaining the 
unconditional “faith” demanded by Jesus. According to Jesus, human 
resurrection is possible only for those with faith in him as the Son of God: 
“he that believeth on me shall never thirst” (6：35) and “he that believeth 
on me hath everlasting life.”(6：47) 
The narrator, fearing that compared with the annual rebirth of Nature 
in springtime human resurrection is difficult, finds herself unable to 
respond to the message of St. John’s Gospel, which gradually comes to 
weigh more and more heavily on her mind. For such a scrupulous 
narrator, to believe in Jesus as the Son of God without seeing for herself 
the miracles St. John claims for Him is problematic. Should we believe in 
things we have not seen? “Blessed are they that have not seen, and yet 
have believed”(20：29). If so, then the narrator, who has not seen and 
therefore cannot believe, is unblessed. She cannot face Jesus because she 
does not qualify to stand among those disciples chosen for their 
unshakeable belief in Him. She feels unqualified to be added to those 
selected for their trustworthiness as the Twelve Disciples, and finally 
turns herself into a humble daisy devoid of heart and mind and free from 
all demands (poem #12). 
At this point (poems #9, #13, #15, and #16) the narrator uncovers some 
graves. She learns that many of the dead, either because they are animals 
without minds or because they are without belief, are left abandoned in 
their graves even when springtime comes, while an exceptional woman, 
presumably being possessed of a firm faith, has been raised to Heaven 
immediately following her death in springtime. It is as if she has been 
resurrected not on this earth but in Heaven itself. Are we being pressured 
to accept the reality that God discriminates among the dead and favors 
those with faith in Jesus? The narrator’s skepticism toward the possibility 
of human resurrection, which takes belief in Jesus as its key, and her 
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nihilistic fear of being incapable of faith gradually pervade the fascicle. Are 
we doomed to wander in helpless anguish through this haphazard world, 
buffeted by Fate, waiting only to die?
In this fascicle Dickinson is engaged in what I call“polemical reasoning”. 
Each poem is an independent narrative but at the same time is 
contributing through “polemical reasoning” to the formation of the 
fascicle’s overall narrative of the difficulty of human resurrection. 
Dickinson is referring the reader to the words of Jesus in St. John’s Gospel 
that “I am the resurrection, and the life: he that believeth in me, though 
he were dead, yet shall he live; and whosoever liveth and believeth in me 
shall never die”. (11：25) Though enchanted and moved by this Gospel 
prophesy, the poet finds herself unable to respond to it. In the return of 
flowers in the springtime she sees human resurrection, yet she cannot 
hold on to the belief in Jesus as the Son of God. As we read the poems in 
this fascicle, we follow the theme of rebirth in Nature, which is 
simultaneously contrasted to the narrator’s fear of the difficulty of human 
resurrection due to her increasingly shaky belief in Jesus.
We will now trace how the narrative of each of the sixteen individual 
poems contributes to the fascicle’s overall narrative of “polemical 
reasoning”. The first line of each poem is shown in parentheses following 
the poem number.
In Poem #1 (“Perhaps you’d like to buy a flower,”) the narrator 
rejoices, confident of Nature’s seasonal rebirth. 
In Poem #2 (“Water, is taught by thirst.”) the narrator lets us know 
that there are both bright and dark sides to everything on this earth, and 
that we should admit that we recognize and appreciate things most deeply 
when we suffer from their lack. At the beginning of the poem we have the 
“water of life” whose lack leads to thirstiness; we must wait until the 
Nicodemus Mystery in poem #8 for “water” that does not lead to 
thirstiness (4：14) and that gives rebirth (3：5). It is said that love is most 
dearly felt when the loved one dies, but the stark reality is that dying 
means not returning to dwell on the earth. 
In Poem #3 (“Have you got a Ｂrook in your little heart,”) the flowers 
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of poem #1 and the water of poem #2 are linked, and a new item, “life”  is 
added. In the first and second stanzas we see how water gives life to 
flowers and to birds, but the same river, we learn in the third and the 
fourth stanzas, can also at times flood or dry up. That the narrator seeks 
to draw our attention to this harsh reality at the end of the poem is 
perhaps the result of her jealousy toward Nature’s guaranteed annual 
rebirth, but probably also because she cannot bring herself to celebrate 
unreservedly the renewal of Nature thanks to her pessimistic view of the 
possibility of human resurrection.
Poem #4 (“Flowers － Well － if anybody”) provides readers with a 
puzzling problem of definition. Flowers, as the embodiment of Nature, give 
us “transport” with their return at their successive springtime, but at the 
same time “trouble” through the fact that the dead among us can never 
return. The “extasy” caused in us by this combination of “transport” and 
“trouble” humbles us. There is one more point that must be mentioned 
here in connection with the fascicle’s overall narrative of “polemical 
reasoning.” The narrator wants to find, even at the expense of a reward, 
someone who could truly claim to be represented by the following words 
of Jesus: “…but the water that I shall give him shall be in him a well of 
water springing up into everlasting life (my emphasis).”(4：14). Like 
Thomas the Apostle, she is not one of those “that have not seen, and yet 
have believed” (20：29) Unable to see what Jesus did with her own eyes, 
she cannot believe in Him. 
In Poem #5 (“Pigmy seraphs － gone astray －”) the narrator, looking 
at the roses she has raised, cannot resist dwelling upon the limited 
opulence of human affairs: human splendors are nothing compared with 
the natural world around us. 
In Poem #6 (“Heart not so heavy as mine”) the narrator, gloomy 
thanks probably to the stress on the harsh reality of human existence in 
poems #2 through #5, receives solace from a song she overhears. 
Poem #7 (“Soul, Wilt thou toss again?”) describes another feature of 




In Poem #8 (“An altered look about the hills － ”) the narrator 
recapitulates her concern with the seasonal rebirth of Nature, while in the 
last two lines her real concern with human resurrection is made clear. At 
the end of the poem the reader finally learns why flowers and the water 
that gives them life appear so repeatedly in poems #1 through #4. We also 
learn about “Nicodemus’ Mystery” which, though concerned specifically 
with human resurrection, is here being applied to natural rebirth too. The 
reference comes from the passage in the Gospel According to St. John: 
“Except a man be born of water and of the Spirit, he cannot enter into the 
kingdom of God” (3：5). We understand for the first time here that the 
theme of human resurrection is the main theme of this fascicle over and 
above that of natural rebirth. In the following poems the possibility of 
human resurrection is implicitly doubted because of its dependence on 
unwavering faith in Jesus. 
In Poem #9 (“Some, too fragile for winter winds”) the narrator, after 
having rejoiced in the springtime rebirth of Nature, is trying to see into 
some graves to find out whether those buried there are also revived. The 
graves have protected those within － children, sparrows and lambs － 
from the winter. The words “unnoticed by the Father” deserve notice. 
What is happening here to those in the grave who, like the children, are 
too immature to profess “faith,” or to those who, like the sparrows and 
lambs,  have no mind that would enable them to have faith? Are they 
unnoticed by the Father simply because they don’t have faith? Does being 
unnoticed by the Father mean that they must remain in the grave without 
the possibility of resurrection? 
In Poem #10 (“Whose are the little beds, － I asked”) the narrator is 
watching the flowers revived in springtime and now enjoying sleep 
different in kind from that in the graves. . 
Poem #11 (“For every Bird a nest － ”) presents, as in poem #10, 
flowers and birds making homes for themselves and enjoying their lives in 
springtime. 
Poem #12 (“‘They have not chosen me,’ he said,”) is a crucial poem in 
the greater narrative of the fascicle, centering on the story of the Twelve 
桃山学院大学キリスト教論集　第41号
―32―
Disciples. Jesus chooses the twelve for their “trustworthiness” or 
“promising nature” (15:16). Elsewhere Jesus tells them “I chose you” in 
the knowledge that one of them, Judas, would betray Him (6：70). Reading 
Jesus’ thoughts at the moment of betrayal, the narrator is hesitant to be 
added to the twelve disciples chosen for their “promising” nature. 
Knowing that her faith is too unstable to live up to Jesus’ expectations, 
she feels happier to be regarded by Jesus as no more than a roadside 
daisy, lacking in consciousness and consequently free from the demands of 
faith. 
Poem #13 (“She bore it till the simple veins”) tells of a woman who 
died at the end of spring. This woman did not stay in the grave but went 
immediately to Heaven, presumably because her firm belief in Jesus had 
been recognized. She was resurrected, but not on the earth as flowers are. 
Are people with faith resurrected only in Heaven? Is going to Heaven the 
only way to be born again? Is God discriminating between the woman 
raised to Heaven in this poem and those remaining in their graves in 
poems #9, #15, and #16? Does lack of faith mean that we must remain in 
our grave deserted by God? 
Poem #14 (“We should not mind so small a flower”) talks about the 
significance of a flower, symbol of the rebirth of the garden she lost, and 
the relative difficulty of human resurrection. “Faith”, a keyword crucial to 
the “polemical reasoning” in this latter part of the fascicle, is repeated in 
this poem and the next. 
In Poem #15 (“This heart that broke so long ?”) the narrator, uncertain 
of her faith, sympathizes with the dead left deserted in their graves. At 
the end of the first stanza she explains why this keyword “faith” has 
become so crucial: she had sought after Jesus as her Savior, but her search 
had been “in vain.”
In Poem #16 (“On such a night, or such a night,”) the narrator’s 
sympathy is with the small children laid so early in their tiny graves. Must 
they remain there forever because of their lack of faith?
